z86                MARY STUART.             ACT v.

Turned on me as his prisoner.   Now his wife

Will take no jealousy more to hear of it,

I trust, albeit we meet not as unfriends,

If it be mortal news he brings me.   Go,

If I seem ready, as meseems I should,

And well arrayed to bear myself indeed

None otherwise than queenlike in their sight,

Bid them come in.                   [Exit MARY BEATON.

I cannot tell at last
If it be fear or hope that should expect
Death: I have had enough of hope, and fear
Was none of my familiars while I lived
Such life as had more pleasant things to lose
Than death or life may now divide me from.
'Tis not so much to look upon the sun
With eyes that may not lead us where we will,
And halt behind the footless flight of hope
With feet that may not follow: nor were aught
So much, of all things life may think to have,
That one not cowardly born should find it worth
The purchase of so base a price as this,
To stand self-shamed as coward,   I do not think
This is mine end that comes upon me: but
I had liefer far it were than, were it not,
That ever I should fear it

Enter KENT, SHREWSBURY, BEALE, and Sheriff.
+

Sirs, good day:

With such good heart as prisoners have, I bid
You and your message welcome.